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Wally Wood replied to my gushing fan letter with a 
half-page typed note. “Don’t become a cartoonist. 
Become a plumber or an electrician. Cartoonists have 
nothing to look forward to but social security in their 
old age.” What did I know? It was 1979 and I was a 
senior in high school. I thought he was kidding. 

I took the sacred document, my Wally Wood letter, 
to school to show Mike Kazaleh. I lost it on the way 
home. On another occasion, I showed Mike his first 
Underground Comix, Mr. Natural #1. You see, I discov- 
ered Mike Kazaleh. 

No, no, just kidding. Until then, Mike had lived and 
breathed animation, watching everything possible on 
Saturday mornings as a youngster, and later review- 
ing with a more critical eye as a teenager fixing TVs 
in his pop’s repair ship in the afternoon. His idols were 
Bob Clampett, Chuck Jones, Bob Clampett, Tex Avery, 
and Bob Clampett, as I recall. Of course, Mike had 
drawn for as long as he could remember. 

I was strictly a comic book man. I had gorged myself 
on Marvels from 1972-1977 (there were still plenty of 
Kirbys and Sterankos to acquire through trades from 
the kid on the next block), when suddenly an unex- 
pected thing happened: I outgrew them (or maybe 
they turned shitty: I give the benefit of the doubt). So 
I began exploring Underground Comix, as soon as I 
was old enough to buy them, as well as Moebius and 
the Metal Hurlant school, Eisner’s Spirit, back, back, 
to EC and beyond to the looming past, for inspiration 
and example. 

As the Eighties rolled around, Mike and I had a 
strange influence on each other. I suppose when it 
comes right down to it, and if the truth were told, Mike 
and I couldn’t stand each other's guts for more than 
short spaces of time. I guess it was the sense of “cul 
de sac,” the sneaking feeling that all the good stuff 
had happened in the past and certainly wasn’t hap- 
pening now, that somehow bonded us together. The 
theatrical cartoon short, for all practical purposes, no 
longer existed; the Undergrounds were drying up; Mad 


Captain” Kappy” Jack: 


\ 


What ists » 


Herman Feldman: 


This rathe 
joined the ¢ 
eae : 
esn air : 
ce OOS © 


Mes 85 


i 
Le 


had been under the pedestrian Al Feldstein for cen- 
turies it seemed; and Stan Lee had long ago put his 
creative children up for adoption to foster parents. 
There wasn't much cause for hope in those days. The 
Heavy Metal movie was unwatchable, The Fox and the 
Hound not much better, and Ralph Bakshi the un- 
disputed genius of the swamplands that animation 
had become. Even Chuck Jones's new “Duck Dodgers” 
for George Lucas was a disaster. This was the field 
that Mike so desperately wanted to be a part of. 
Prospects didn't look too much better for me. The 
trips to the comic shop that I would con Mike into (he 
had the Chevette) were fruitless to say the least. The 
new alternatives from Pacific (formula: 3 pages Dave 
Stevens—29 pages crap) and Eclipse (who would 
perfect this formula to: Dave Stevens Cover — 32 pages 
crap) were — ahem — disappointing. I would literally 
stand in front of the huge Marvel/DC rack for half an 
hour sometimes, like a couch potato staring at a test 
pattern long after Prime Time had gone off the air, 
scanning the titles for something, anything worthwhile 
enough to read, to enjoy, to learn from...any sign of 
creative life! Nothing. Mike, who had purchased a 
couple of Herbies or Help!s a couple of hours ago, and 
had patiently stood there, watching me do this to 
myself, would finally take my hand and gently lead 
me next door to Wendy's. It was all over but the crying. 
[Continued on inside back cover] 


MEET THE CREW! 


The Adventures of Captain Jack #1, June, 1986. Captain Jack is published bi-monthly by Fantagraphics Books, Inc., and is copyright © 1986 
Fantagraphics Books, Inc. All characters, stories, and art © 1986 Mike Kazaleh. Introduction © 1986 Donald Simpson. No part of this magazine 
may be reproduced without written permission from Fantagraphics Books and Mike Kazaleh. No similarity between the any of the names, 
characters, persons, and institutions in Captain Jack and those of any living or dead persons is intended, and any such similarity that may 
exist is purely coincidental. Letters to Captain Jack become the property of the magazine and are assumed intended for publication in whole 
or in part, and may therefore be used for those purposes. First printing: February, 1986. Available directly from the publisher for $2.00 + 50° 
postage and handling: Fantagraphics Books, 4539 Cornell Road, Agoura, CA 91301. 


"A job. rhe vi to 
\Vlr A bad 0 
farth otter to le 
Planet “Expresso” 


Recently, | ; : a : : aay az 
pete | the BeATNIKS from SPACE Lome 


in we 
Imid Ub (ale of VBA TENE Hi 
Captain Jack and... 


LMEW SPULS BROE WHE 


YOU MEAN 
*WE"? Yoo AIN'T EVEN 
SUPPOSED To BE ON 
THIS SHIP/ 


my = ‘YEAU, HE SURE 
(S.... (T'S NOT 
OFTEN WE GETA 
WoB LIKE THIS.. 


Was 


= f- 
COZ | 


HEY, HERM / -You af | 
TALKIA/' TO THAT : ; YoU CHUAPS'LE NEVER. KNowW 
LITTLE QUVYAGAIAI7 ; THE TALKING | HAD To Do to GET 
THIS GIG/ So | WANT THIS TO 
GO NICE AND SMOOTH , DIG 7/ 


QTD 


EBS | 
x WE 


WERE IN THE PLANETS UY 


..WE'RE JUST GOING 
To DUMP OUR LOAD, 


HEY, HERM... JUST 
WHAT THE HECK \s 


GOING ON, ANYWAY 7/ 
~ 
Sait 
| 


however, 
a leee Adan 
electronic 


TOO LATE! Thy Glass Onion had 
already been thown into nuetral/ 


* x 
id what sep when Wy Cage 
out af gear Bt €3,00c 000 mph 74 


sir es 


gy 


WELL BOYS, OUR CARGO 
(S RUINEDAND -THE 
SHIP DOESN'T Look 
TOS GOOD EITHER... 


(stan) 
LETS HEAD 
FOR THAT 

TOWN.. 


| DON'T WANT You To 
BUDGE THIS 
COFFEE HOUSE ‘TILL 
(GET BACK! 1S THAT 
UNDER STOOOY 


po 


y 


RY 
pt 


AW, YER WIRES ARE 
. CROSSED AGAIN’ 


OH, SIR/IT 
ASA LIvae 


THERE'S A RESTAURANT 
UP AHEAD, CAPTAIN... 


--BUNCHA GODDAMN 
HELPLESS MORONS... 


\ sy 
og 


-- WISH | CouLD 
MAKE POEMS 


-WVTHOUT 
A pousT/ 


SURE! ANY BoDy 
CAN GO ON 
STAGE. ! 


00 


us 
3 w / + ‘ 
soll? 


—e ee VS (EI QE 
ws. TK On Sa 


C'NON ! Don'T BE 
RASHFUL ! GET UPAND 
KNock Eun DEAD / 


2 


OG all i AOE 


ee eee gt oat 


_ es 
—— Pd 
id 
= 2 
e@ 
(YT YY] 


STREWN ABOUT 
THE Room LIKE 
Clockwork / 


HIS Vi 
FINGERS WEAK 


IN) THE 
ences! 


mTTiHOK Nz, 2 q ET LOKk ee THON, _-/ 


sais 


NO ONE DAMN A FIG 
ABOUT THE GoINas / 


CAN'T SEE THE 
FOREST FoR THE 


| TOLD YOU A THOUSANO TIMES 
NOT To PULL THAT STeCRID TRICK 


DAMMIT! You BLEW OUT THE WIRING 
ON THE ENTIRE PLANET’ 


AND... HEY/ WHeRe's 
ADAM ?!7 | THOUGHT \ 
TOLD HIM NOT To.... 


DON'T TELL ME... 

LETME GUESS... 
THE INHABITANTS 
OF THIS CHARMING 


LAVA LAMP... 


IF YOU AND MR. Poet 
CANS youR 


HERE T KEEP 
MLLECTIVE NOSES CLEAA) 
I'M GOING Te..- 


A LAMP™ 
“eversis THAT CLEAR ?7/ 


KAPTAIN! WE PICKING UP 
STRANGE On DE 
MONITOR! YOU WANT s 
SHOULD Blow IT OP 


here are many theories about what happens to the waves from our radioahd television beadeasts. Some sau nothing at all 
However there are those whe believe that they have simply drifted out into space only to be recieved bindeeds of dears lee 


BECO SoePHUaE WwibeNisl” 


fr" 
we 


$ our sory Opens we 
7S look es one of the 
Many space stationsof 
the galaxy, where the 
captain and his crew 
have recently docked. 
These establishmants 
| provide 2 rest haven for. 
weary SPACE-TRUCKERS As 
they Carry thier Wares 
tothe ends of the 
Universe..... 


White Adar L GOTTA STRAIGHT FLUSH 
is recharging WHATS YERZ SUCKERS? 
his batteries 


dik 
ee He 


Sand wic 
dispenser, tha 
captain is 
hardat work 
né nme 
with som 
rl 
nts... 


the 


WELL, SO LONG GANG ! 

BE SURE To Look ME 

UP NEXT TIME YoU'RE 
WHATEVER IT 1s / 


But sou JUST -TELL YA WHAT I'M GONNA Do! 


'M AFRAID INE LL SNEAK PART oF MY CARGO 


BLED AWAY : 
NTERED THIS GAME YO,0CO PIXLES FROM MY SHIP AND YOU CAN 
UNDER FALSE Pee BUDDY Boy. EMPTY HAN HAVE IT FREE! HoNesTLy/ 


HAVEN'T 
A PENNY! 


Lookie! HERE's 
THE INVOICE! {'LL 
TELL THE Boss 

THAT HE FoecoT 
To PuT 'EM ON 
THE sSuip/ 


HEY, HERM! DiD'yA 
EVER HEAR OF THE 
PLANET “SiaeTi” 7 


OH, CAPTAIN! DID 
You EVER HEAR 
OF THE PLANET 


‘ART |! 7 


2000 TELEVISION 
SETS 7/ 


| DON'T KNOW YET ADAM, BoT Jost THE 
SAME , GET THAT CRATE TIED TOTHE SHIP! 


Ep! | GOT THE 
\. PINK SUP DADDY / 


Oeste 
Do wit THEM ? 


CAPTAIN / 
IT's IN THE GALAXY TAIN 
OF “RASTAR" AND THE 
ARE ABOSOLUTE LY MAD 
Foe Tee vee! 


YEAH, | KNow! ITS THE 
SAME SToRY WITH HENRY! 
HE JUST SITS on HIS ARSE 
ALL DAY / WE'VE NOT GoTA 
CeumB To EATIN THE PLACE. 


So WHAT'S 
NEW WITH You, 
DEARRIE 7 


-SAME OLD THING / THE 

CRATER'S GOING ALL To HELL! 
-SEEMS ALL GEORGE'LL Do AN*- 
MORE |S WATCH RE-RUNS oF 
EARTH SITUATION ComeEDIES... 


YKNOU), WEVE Done 
NoTHING WITH ove. 
EVENINGS, BUT WATCH 
“PETTY COAT JUNCTION “7 


WTO 


OH, BY THE WAY my GEORGE SAID 

HE WAS GONG OVER To YoUR PLACE 
TO WATCH GILLIGAN'S ISLANO “ 
WITH HANK..... 


lis 

‘S ISLAND" ) GOTTA FEW MoRE 

4 MINUTES LEFT OF 
"THE FLUNG NUN“ 


K 
6 


HEY, HAN 
SGILLIGAN 
ON YE 


$5000 7!7 ARE 
v 


WOU OUT OF YOUR BUT CARLOS, PLease! 
' f 
MIND, SEESTER?: \ PROMISED MoTHER 


SUPERIOR. THaT I'D 
come UP WITH A 

SLOT MACHING 7 
CASINO NIGHT 


WHO'D EVER THOUGHT , 
SHE'D Become A NUN ?/ TIME YoU AND | HADA 


LITTLE TALK... 


ITS BEEN MONTH'S SINCE 
WOVE GONE FORAGING FOR 
FOOO/ THERE'S NOTHING 
LEFT To EAT/ 


PEFET! IT'S Gone! HENRY ?7/ 


Hewey cower) | HENRY 
AN 


y 
4 
1 a ra 
SS ae 
‘ 


SAY, WOOTA RUN IN TA 
THE KITCHEN AN' Fix US 
A COUPLA SAN'WITCHES 

HONEY Pot 7 


ELECTRONIC cPPRE<soRs'! 


| CAN'T STAND IT % SISTERS OF THE 
ANY LONGER! THE Time PLANE T UNITE 
IS AT HANO To CAST OFF ‘. 
THE SHACKLES OF OUR 
a 


My )/LZ , || 
\% NE ry "4 
& u \s G 


GOLLY SARGES AV ALIEN 
CRAFT 1S HEADIN’ Fete us / 


= Reber EF 
~ KOs 0 


| THINK We CUGHT To 
GO DOWN AND WELGOME 
THEM DON'T too 7 


SON OF AGON SANS T / 
ALREADY THEYRE HERE To 
BUY OUR MERCHANDISE / 
G 


S 

os 

bie, | EE, THEY Don'T 
Look Too _FRIENMY 

y TO ME , CAPTAIN... 


NOT FRIENDLY?7/ DoN'T BE 
ABSURD... THEY'RE JUST 
A TAD OVER-ZEALCUS ,T... 


g : FF) 7 
: =r a 
cane ae — 


CAN THE JARGON 


r =: 
ent gue Me PERS! WHATCHA 
4 GOST Let me eo THE GREETINGS AND GOTIN THE crate 7 
4 TAM- HA- KiNG SALUTATIONS! ALLOW 
Me TO INTRODUCE 
MYSELF, 1...- 


“Tee yYEES?7!" You E DON'T 


vw) 
I'M GLAD You ASKED! MEAN TELEVISIONS! LIKE TEE VEES 
WITHIN THAT BoK IS WHY No... | DON'T... AROUND HERE. 
_ A SHIPMENT OF THE WOULD BE CAREYING 
FINEST 17 INCH... 7! TELEVISION SETS 7 HA! 


Tee vee! it \s to LAVan! 
| WOULDN'T WANT To SELL Ybu 
A TELEVISION For THE... 


SADDLE UP Bos ! TheREs 
BEEN ASLIG!IIT CHANGE 
OF PLANS / 


-ano STAY ore/// 


~BUT YOU WANT TO 
Now WHAT'S REALLY 
BUGGIN' ME7 Do vou? 


IT’S THE PULSE POUNDING e 
| rad x SHATTERING e MIND 
BENDING BAIT F S HING e 
BOJEFFRIES SAGA BY SPI 
IN SPLINTERING 
AND THUMB 

(GG ¢ EYE G a0 UGING e 


3 IN THE FLESH STRIPP 
Mc sxtNTIRE NER 
MesrORT CIRCU 
a: ‘BRUISING ° e JO! 
| © DALGODA 8! 
RINDING eNOSTR 


As 


~¥, 
re & Steve Par 


CAPTAIN JACK AND THE CREW IN: 


ab Nore the man | 
ee the curtain! 


-W.0. OZ 
GEE CAPTAIN! \SN'T i 
IT ABOUT TIME YOu 
TOLD vs WHERE WE 
ARE GOING? 


YEAH, WHATS THE 
BiG SECRET, SIR 7 


ONLY 23.004,692,873.14 MULES Ts 
HOWARD JOHNSON! Ss 


: pay nce TOSS . 


ee Ba 


OL’ Jack WAS BEEN 
SUMMONED BY A VERY 
GREAT AND ROWERFUL 
WIZARD ! 


WELL, Bos ,\'LL 
TELA. \ GOT A 
RADIO MESSAGE 
LAST WEEK... 


-SEEMS HE'S HEARD 
esas ABOUT WHAT Ff DON'T KEEP US 
4 BORSCHT SALESMAN (AM! IN SUSPENSE, tee pe ates a 
CAPTAIN / ~PETOK THE POTENT7 


-SAYS 
HE'S GOTA 
BIG DEAL 
COOK ING! 


EH, “DOODLES the GREAT"... 


HE UVES on THAT 
PLANET UP AHEAD.. 


THE PLANET 
POOTWATTLE . 


THAT LOOKS LIKE THE 
LANDING PAD CAPTAIN.. 


7! WHAT THE HECK | 
KIND OF SCENER : 
Do s? 


NoT BE RUDE! we'RE 
GUESTS ON THIS PLANET! 


IM SURE OUR. HOST 
WAS A OAC OS 
WELCOME FOR US. 


| 
<> 


Aw, Heck | AND ) 
NO FREE GAME 
EITHER / 


Bound Bound 
pound Bound ie a 


21 


JEEPERS , WHERE ‘KOURE ON TOP OF 
ARE WE, CAP? ME, GET OF F// 


f HELLOO, WHAT'S HEL Lo! HEL LO! 


THis? Quests! B WELCOME! | Am VOovLes ! 
WIZARD of POSTWATTLE / 


You MUST BE THE CAPTAIN! GLAD T'sce 
Val WHAT'S NEWT HOWS Tricks? HA7 


Some Booy SEZ To 
ME "DOOpLes" yeE 
SEZ “HAVE You ENER 
A HAD YouR FALM READ 
1 2"\ SEZ “Yea !" 


YESSIR ! THAT ONE WOWED EM IN PITTSBURGH! 
BIG LAFFS! THEY KNEW OL' DooDLES Usp A 
HAND IN (tT! AND SPEAKING oF HANDS.... 


HE SEZ "WELL, WHAT'S with 
THAT LITTLE ALUMIQNUUM SIDING 
ALL OVER YouUR HANDS?" t 

SEZ WE GOT TIRED OF REPAINT- 
InjIG 'EM RED EVERY SPRING!” 


/2 A KILLER! 


-YOU OKAY CAPTAIN 7 WHOOcoP! CoME THis 
WAY , GENTLEMEN / 


HEAVENS To BETSY! 


12-30 WHEN 
Don'T BE so FORMAL! 


DO WE GET 
DOWN To 
BUSINESS? 


\ IZARDLINESS ., UNLESS OF COURSE ,THE STAKES 
Se He Wan DEAE. WERE WIGH ENOUGH. .......-. 


1 sit, | COOLON'T THINK 
GE ENGAGING Inj SUCH 
BLASPHEMOUS ACTIVIT... 


PERHAPS YOu'D CARE To 
DISCUSS (T OVER A 
GAME. OF POOL, CAPTAIN? 


(@@~ a 


een 


YoU MAY BREAK 


1 MR. Jack. 


CHUNK / 


THERE! Solip Ball! Solio coc! 
\'D LIKE To SEE YOU PULL Some - 

THING NOU You REFUGEE FROM 
Pp DotNSoN-SMITH CATALOGUE / 


HEY, eres How 'BouT Ay 
FAST GAME oF CANASTA7 


No DISRESPECT INTENDED vouR. 
DooDLeSHiP, BUT LETS JusT 
DISPENSE WITH THE FRIVOLITIES 
ANDGET DowN To CASES / 


So PLEASE, ROOTES... 
DRRLING DOODLES.. 


WHAT 1S THE 
PURPOSE oF 
OUR LITTLE 
Tevé ATE? 
TELL ME, EH? 


WHY CERTAINLY LAD! THE WizAeod 
BUSINESS HASN'T BEEN Too Good 
LATELN, So 1 STARTED ALITTLE 
NOVELTY COMPANY! | MAKE EXPLO- 
DING NECKTIES INFLATABLE 1.¢.8.M's 
GLOW ~IN-THE-DARK MUCILAGE, GARUC 
FLAVOURED ONIONS, THE W) HOLE Byr/ 


WUNDEEDS OF PEOPLE ARE ALREADY 
EARNING EXTRA Silsbee oa 
SELLING THEM TO FREIN 


AT OVR__4 
BROCHURE: 


HE DRAGGED ME Out To 

TRDULD BeLa MOVERS BUT WAT A MINNIS 
You DIDN'T HEAR 
THE Be st PART! 


- \OION'T TELL You ABOUT S 
OUR. FREE GIFT INCENTIVE TWO-HUNDRED an' TWELVE [| 
PROGRAM / Jost USTEN OTHER PEOPLE To SELL 
TO Tats / You'LL RECMEVE THIS 
: SOLAR POWERED FLASHUGHT! 


| 


| 


,? 


] 


LETS SCRAM ThE WELL OUTTA HERE 
BEFORE ANYTHING ELSE WAPPENS / 


THIS 1S DUST ABOUT THE 

FUNNIEST THING (ve EVER 
SEEN IN MK WHOLE LIFE! IM 
LAUGHING MY Socks oFF/ 


HO0o! 


THATS A 
KILLER / 


Next Issue: 


"ANOTHER SATURDAY NIGHT” 


31 


eZ iS Gi iD 
The Adventures of Wolverine MacAlistaire 
From FANTAGRAPHICS BOOKS 


[Contiued from inside front cover] 

Little did either of us realize when we became room- 
mates how truly incompatible we were; that one day 
I would lose Mike's cat (temporarily), or that he would 
cause me to miss the first twenty minutes of Citizen 
Kane in Ann Arbor, both grounds for justifiable homi- 
cide. Nonetheless, our apartment, in the building that 
had seen better days, in the city that had seen better 
days, that Mike and I shared with aspiring cineaste 
Brian Gabel, was, in a way, a refuge from the present, 
where a couple of self-taught artists created their own 
school, regardless of the prevailing mediocrity. Here, 
Clampett and Jones still directed six shorts a year in 
blazing IB Technicolor; here, Harvey Kurtzman still 
presided over Mad comics. On 625 Madison Avenue, 
Stan and Jack churned out the Marvel Comics group, 
Crumb was still tripping on Haight-Ashbury and fill- 
ing up his sketchbook, Wally Wood was in his prime, 
filled with youthful enthusiasm, and notions of self- 
destruction would never-ever occur to him. It was 
Berlin in the Twenties, or Storyville at the turn of the 
Century, or Picasso's Montmartre, or Eisenstein’s 
Moscow, or Woody Allen's Manhattan, or any period 
of creative flowering in history, and it was all happen- 
ing now. as long as the bulb in the projector burned, 
as long as the staples held the illusion together. Did 
I mention Liverpool in 1960? 

We were a couple of undiscovered geniuses who felt 
unappreciated by the world, who felt that the major 
improvements in American Popular Culture, and for 
that matter, Art in general, had passed them by. 

In all fairness, some good things had managed to 
filter in from the present: Spiegelman’s Breakdowns, 
Griffith's Zippy. Sim’s Cerebus, Quagmire’s Cutey 
Bunny, The Comics Journal, Love and Rockets #2, Alex 
Toth’s Bravo for Adventure, Chet Brown's Yummy Fur, 
David E. Boswell’s Reid Fleming, World’s Toughest 
Milkman, and who could forget the Bonzo Dog Doodah 
Band providing the background music? Of course, 
Mike's list might be a bit different. 

Despite the fact that Mike's interests often over- 
lapped my own, there were considerable areas of 
enthusiasm that were exclusive and sacrosanct. Occa- 
sionally, we would attempt to influence one another's 
artistic development directly, a foolhardy endeavor, 
to be sure, which would have the disastrous results of 
hurt feelings, bruised egos, and a paranoid sense of 
rivalry. I would tell Mike that caricature and humor 
were fine, but anatomical study and academic draw- 
ing were vitally important, too. He would counter that 
any yo-yo could copy reality. I insisted that Kurtzman 
could draw realistically, where Mike could not; he 
accused me that I couldn't draw funny. 

Now, between average roommates, there is enough 
tension, if it goes unchecked, to escalate to global 
thermonuclear war. But this was simply too much. I 
was damned if I, the self-taught master of Neal Adams 
feathering, was going to live with someone who 
doubted that I coud draw funny if and when! felt like 
it! And so, I filled a good sketch book and a half of 
funny sketches, just to prove to this dilettante my facile 
versatility and range. . 

The only problem was that these were the dopiest, 
sappiest, saddest sort of cute and cuddly type of 
sketches you ever laid eyes on, the stuff we associate 
with Harvey or the Star line; bullshit, in other words. 
Mike had me dead to rights; I couldn't draw funny to 
save my soul. 

I scurried back to the heroism, the melodrama, the 
anatomy that was my sole skill. Trapped by the con- 
ventions I had strived to perfect, I found my medium 
of expression totally expressionless. With a sense of 
utter futility, and a sort of savage lashing out, I pushed 
it all to the max; I employed overkill. Every muscle 


defined, every pose dynamic beyond all physical laws, 
every arm flailing, every leg four miles apart. Bulge 
upon bulge, mass upon mass, heroic proportion dis- 
torted beyond all recognition. 

Brian blurted out the words, “Megaton Man!” and 
we all laughed for a solid twenty minutes. The rest 
is history, and it’s all Mike Kazaleh’s fault. 

But this is supposed to be about Mike. 

Whereas I was content to finance my cartoon moon- 
lighting with restaurant dishwashing, Mike always 
had a stronger sense of ego in regards to his chosen 
profession. He was an animator, by God, and he was 
going to make a living off of it! No more pop’s TV store 
for him! How he ever scrounged up animation work 
in the Motor City I'll never figure out, but he did. He 
got himself a commission to do a thirty-second TV ad 
for a local construction company which Mike would 
produce, direct, and animate, although Brian often 
assisted a good deal, all on a shoestring budget, shot 
on 16 mm in the apartment or in Brian’s parent's base- 
ment. Occasionally, I would paint cels. He landed a 
string of such jobs, and, although not exactly Bob 


Clampett, they were a damn 


sight more ambitious than the 
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enough for a cartoon. He was not a writer, he would 
complain. So, he contented himself with producing 
two and three page underground-type strips, which 
is an eminently cheaper testing ground. 

Now, how Mike wired it all together, I don’t know, 
because I moved to Wisconsin, so I wasn't there. All 
I know is that one day I got a Xerox copy of Captain 
Jack and his Crew of the Glass Onion in the mail. Jack, 
and Adam, and Herman, and Beezlebub were—my 
God! real and palpable characters — with motivations 
and hilarious stories—and all that stuff from that 
fabled apartment of ours, no. 14, lived on in those 
panels! And I knew, and he knew I knew, and I knew 
he knew I knew, and he knew I knew he knew I knew 
...that he could write!!! 

Of course, it would be wrong to read Captain Jack 
as some sort of compromised animated cartoon, 
because somewhere along the way, Mike had gained 
a mastery, as well as respect, for the very different 
comic book medium! Just like I had gained a mastery 
and respect for humor (good Lord —choke!)... 

Now, Mike lives in Hollywood, working in the big 
leagues of animation, and doing the Captain for 
Fantagraphics Books (Denis Kitchen’s failure to pick 
up this series is a shame he wil] just have to live 
with— God knows I tried to reason with the man). 
Anyway, two miserable aspiring cartoonists from 
Detroit are now two somewhat less miserable real-life 
cartoonists. The present may not be the past, but it's 
the only show in town. 

What Mike's aspirations are at this point only time 
will tell; allow me to predict that Mike Kazaleh will 
be on the forefront of funny for the rest of this century 
and well into the next, whichever medium he works in. 

Me, I know when I'm beat. I'm gonna be a plumber 
or electrician. 
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Princeton, WI 
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